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POETRY: A Magazine of V 
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HOUND AT NIGHT 

I did not know how brittle 

Was the silence 

Till quick, shrewd barks of a hound 

Pelted over the hills 

Breaking the stillness into fragments. 

Like slivers of bright looking-glass. 

REFLECTIONS 

Where do you keep the secrets, 

Mirror, 

That drop like petals on your bosom 

And drift away in silence? 

OUTCAST 

The waters cast him out: 

A toppled tower of ivory, 

His naked body lies upon the sands — 

Nameless, 

Beautiful, 

Unreachable. 

Like a cloudy breath 

The Seeking-thing within him 

Has gone forth 

To claim identity. 
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I cannot weep as I see him — 

Beautiful, 

Venturesome, 

Stripped and free. 

THE PRODIGAL 

God has such a splendid way 

Of launching his unchallenged yea: 

Of giving sphery grapes their sheen: 
Of painting trees and grasses green ; 

Of crooning April rains that we 
May wash us in simplicity ; 

Of swinging little smiling moons 
Beyond the reach of noisy noons; 

Of storing in the honey bee 
The whole of life's epitome. 

God has such a splendid way 
Of tempting beauty out of clay, 

And from the scattered dusts chat sleep 
Summoning men who laugh and weep ; 

And, by and by, of letting death 
Draw into space our thread of breath. 
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